64 he had studied it ir; Germany, but he couldn't speak it
very well. "I would like to read Walt Whitman one day,"
he added quickly. He was sitting in the tub soaping and '
scrubbing himself vigorously. "To keep up the morale,"
he said, though neither of us had made any remark about
the bath. "One has to have regular habits," he went on,
"or else you go to pieces. I do a lot of walking, so that I
can sleep at night. The nights are long, you know, when
you are not free."
"He's a great fellow," said Katsimbalis, as we were
walking back to the hotel. "The women are crazy about
him. He has an interesting theory about love ... get
him to talk to you about it some time."
Talking of love Bouboulina's name came up. "How is
it we don't hear more about Bouboulina?" I asked. "She
sounds like another Joan of Arc."
"Huh," he snorted, stopping dead in his tracks, "what
do you know about Joan of Arc? Do you know anything
about her love life?" He ignored my reply to continue
about Bouboulina. It was an extraordinary story he told
me and I have no doubt that most of it was true. "Why
don't you write that story yourself?" I asked him point
blank. He pretended that he was not a writer, that his task
was to discover people and present them to the world.
"But I never met a man who could tell a story like you,"
I persisted. "Why don't you try telling your stories aloud
—let some one take it down just as you tell it? Couldn't
you do that, at least?"
"To tell a good story>" he said, "you. have to 'have a
good listener. I tan't tell a story to an automaton who
writes short-hand* Besides, the best stories are those which
you don't want to preserve. If you have any arriere-pen-
see the story is ruined. It must be a sheer gift . . , you
must throw it to the dogs. ... I'm not a writer," he
added, "Pm an extemporaneous fellow. I like to |iear

